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scarcely less anxious that I should become a finished man
of the world. He constantly impressed upon me that society
was a politician's chief tool, and the paramount necessity
of cultivating its good graces He afforded me an ample
allowance. He encouraged me in a lavish expenditure.
Above all, he was ever ready to dilate upon the character
of women; and, while he astonished me by the tone of
depreciation in which he habitually spoke of them, he
would even magnify their influence, and the necessity of
securing it.

I modelled my character upon that of my father. I
imbibed his deep worldliness. With my usual impetuosity
I even exaggerated it. I recognised self-interest as the
spring of all action. I received it as a truth, that no man
was to be trusted, and no woman to be loved. I gloried in
secretly believing myself the most callous of men, and that
nothing could tempt me to compromise my absorbing
selfism. I laid it down as a principle, that all considerations
must yield to the gratification of my ambition. The ardour
and assiduity with which I fulfilled my duties and prose-
cuted my studies had rendered me, at the end of two years,
a very skilful politician. My chief fault, as a man of affairs,
was, that I was too fond of patronising charlatans, and too
ready to give every adventurer credit for talents. The
moment a man started a new idea my active fancy conjured
up all the great results, and conceived that his was equally
prophetic. But here my father's severe judgment and
sharp experience always interfered for my benefit, and my
cure was assisted by hearing a few of my black swans
cackle instead of chant. As a member of society I was
entirely exempt from the unskilful affectation of my boy-
hood. I was assured, arrogant, and bitter, but easy, and
/tot ungraceful. The men trembled at my sarcasms, and
the women repeated with wonderment my fantastic raillery.
My position in life, and the exaggerated halo with which, in